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Ca*par~-T\ie army is the place fco lcarn better, tho* ; 
ha! ba! Howdo yourshHrp-shooters manage, thinhst 
thoii, when thev piclc down their man ont of the thich. 
est cannon Bmofce ? Or hast never eonsidered how the 
king of Sweden, ipite of his buffalo's jacitet, fell at 
Lntzen ? Two silrer bnllets were the secret of it ; — 
ay, ny, your smart man knows tbat : bnt to things of 
tliat sort, there are other arts required than just to 
tafce aitn, and pall the tripger. 

Max — (Stífl contemplattng the eagfe.) The shot is 
irtcredible — in dark twilight — hurl'd from the clouds— 
4-an it be real r 

Caspar — To be snre, there ía some difTerence, too, 
bftvvwn blowing the dííy*Iight out of a poor son of 
rliiy, frora behind an ambuBh, and ensuring a ranger. 
ship, ahd a charraing ghrl to 'ooot, by a lueky shot 

Max — (Meditatingj Hast thou any more such bul- 
lets? 

Cagpar — It was fhe last ; — they are jnst out 

(Apauee.) 

Mux — Art thou beeome, on a sndden, so apariiig of 

thy words ? jost ont! how mean vou ? 

Orxpuc-~ Becanse more may be hiwl to-night. 

Mar— To-night ? 

Caspar — Yes, faith : the Bun is now propitjous for 

threesucressire davs, — to-day is the nuddle one; to- 

day at midnight, there will he a total erlipse or the 

moott. Max í comrade ! Thy fate is undcr tlie influ- 

ertce of propltious planets ! Tliou art chosen for mighty I 

things! This very night, the ere of that morrow on 

which thou art to do the trial-shot, and carn anohle 

oflice, and a Iovely bride ; — in the very moment when 

yon stand so murn in ncea of ns8iptancefr«m thesecret 

powem, nature ofrers herself to vour service { 

Max— Well! ltismyfátethát willsit; grjtmesuch 
a bnllet. 

Caspar— More than thon necdest But art thou a 
man, and requirest a tutor ? 
Max — Hnw are thev to be obtained ? 
Catpar — That I wilí tearh thee ; roeet me punetually 
at twelve to-night, in the Woirs Glen. 

Max— At midiught! in the Wolfs Glen ? Ko; the 
gh'n is haunted ; and at midnight the gates of heíl are 
opened. 

C(T*par — Fshaw ! How thou dreamest ! And yet I 
canuot reaign thee to thy unlucky stars; I am thy 
fricud, I wíil help tbee to cast the bullets. 
Max — No, no. 

C'aspar— So, then, be the people's laughing-stock to- 
irn.rrow,— rosign the rangership and Agatha. I ?ay, I 
ain thy friend ; I myself will help thee to cast them ; 
but íAou mxmt oe present. 

Ma.r — l"hy tongne is smooth;'yet no — an honest 
houtsman dares not think upon such things. 

Ctvtpar — Coward! So thou wouldst purchase thv 
good fortnne at tíle risk of others only~if rislc, indeed, 
there were; dósft%hou believe thipe ownguitt would 
therefore be the less V — if gtiiltj indeed, tbere were : 
dost thou beliere this guilt, Tf gmtt 4t be» does not weigh 
on thee alreadv ?— fftretdténg aut the wingt of me 
éngle j)— Dostthon believe this eagle was given thee 
for nothiag? 
Max — Dreadful tíionght, if thou speak'st truly. 
Caapar— JStrange ! thatuiou BooDMst questíon thus. 
But iugratitude is the eoin in which the world pays. 
Well, rll cut myseif off a wing of the bird, that I, at 
least, may have eome share on't— (Cutf off a wing.) — 
Droll enough! Thou daredst this shot to comfort 
Agatha, acd wantest courage, now, to win the prize 
for ever: — the waxen pnppet who raet me otT for thy 
Bnke, would hardly behere this : (Amde.) But that 
shall be revenged! 
Max — Wretch ! I ham courage — 
Cnspar — Prove it, thenl Since thon hast used a 
channed bullet, 'tis but a child's play, surely, to catt 
-some. It is easy for thee to.indge, from thy laté unsuc- 
cesaful attempts, what will be the consequenee of re- 
jocring the assistance which is now offered thee ; the 
girl is mad for thee — cannot Hve without thee; she 
wílt berome desperate ; — and thou I — wilt crawl about, 
the mockery of all men: perhaps, despair may drive 

tliee to (Prenxes hix haniin to nin er/cir, ai if fo Jttop hi* 

tettrx.) Shnme on thvself, rongh forester, that thou 
shouldst love him better than he loves himself. (Axide.) 
Helo, Zamiel ! 

Max — Agatha die! mysclf sprínging from a preri- 
pice ! yes. that would be the end ou't \-4Hnld* out hi* 
haiid to Cajtpar.) by Agatha's dear Ufe, I will attend ! 
(Zamiel, trho ha* appeared Íistening dttring tlie latter 
part of the convermtion, nods and ranisheu.) 
Caxpar — Be silent to all the world ! tliis might endau- 
ger tnee and me ; — at ttcelce, I shall expect thee. 
Max—l betray tbee ! At twelce, I shall be there. 
(Bxit Max hastihf. ) 
< Caspar look* after him fbr notne time, wtth tilent malig. 
nity t it ha* ttow become qnite darfc.) 

Air — Caspar. 
Peace ! peace ! tliat no one now may warn thee ; 

Heli within its snares has bound tiim : 
Konght ran of the spell disarra thee ;— 
Spirits of darkness horer round hun : 
I see him gnashing in yonr chains, 
Trinmpli welcome— mui rerenge l 

(Exit opponite side.) 



HOKiE ITALIC^. 

SONNET OF DAHTE. 

(Notprinted in ann edition of hi* WorJct.) 

IN LODE DI BEATEICE. 

Tanto gentile e tanta onesta appare 
La Docna mia quartdo altrui salnta 
Che ogni lingua divicn tremando muta 
£ gti occhi non l'ardescon di guardare : 

EUa sen va sentendost laudare 
Soavemente d'ouestá vestuta 
£ jpar che sia una cosa venuta 
Di cielo in tcrra a iniracoi mostrare. 

Mostrarsi si piacente a chi la roira, 
Che dá per gli occhi unadolcezza al core, 
Che intenaer non la puo chi non la prova ; 
E par che dalle sue luci si muova 
Uu spirito eoave e pien d'amore, 
Che va dicendo all'anima — " Sospira!" 



TRANSLATION. 

Wliome'er my mistress may but chance salute, 
So nobly sweet her courtésy, amaze 
Binds every tongue in trembling worship mute, 
And eyes but glanciug where they dare not.gaze.ft 

Cloth'd in the majesty of pnre int*nt 
She passes on, well cnnscious of herpralse ; 
And seeras a thing from Heaven divinely sent, 

A miracle for carth*s degraded days. 

Her gracious presence wins all hearts, at sight, 
With more than picture.pleasure^ deep delight ; 

As none can underBtand Imt they who prove : 
Some gentle spirit, sure, must haunt her eye, 

Which, bvrn of tenderness, and winged withlove, 
Says to the soul of her beholders— •* Sigh!" 

• This will remind our classical readers of a part of 
Tibullus's "Ijiub Sulpicicp." — 

" Illam, quidquid agit, quoqnó vestigia flectit, 
Compouitfurtim subsequiturque decor. &c." 



SONETTO Dl ALFIERT. 
(Kot inctuded in hi* pubiished Warfcs.) 
SIENA. 
Siena, dal colle, ovc torrepffia,esiede 
Vedea ventr pel piano, aántta, errante, 
Donna di grazioso alto sembiante, 
Che inovea di ver arno Ignuda il uiede. 

Chi mai sará t l'un savio, áfl*altro cbiede, 
Ma sinqual vuolsi, orcon velocl piante 
A incotitrurla ciasimna esca festante 
Per far di nostra gentilecta-fede. 

Era colei la Cortesia, che in bondo 
TJscia di Flora, e af Tebro irne credea, 
Forse non ms.-'glio l'orme sne drizzando 

Ma de Sanese il bel parlar le fea 
Forza cosi, che non piu innanzi andando 
Tempio, e Culto fra loro ebbe qual Dea. 

TRANSLATION- 
Raised on her hilly tower Sienna saw 
A lady wandering lonely o'er the plain : 
Hcr look was grace, to charm, at ouce, and awe ; 
She seemed from Arno cvinv, and mov'd in paín. 

What stranger this ? scholar to scholar cried ; 
But, he she who slie may, all hurry down 
To give her festive entrance, a»d provide 
Such welcome as befita their gentle town. 

It was fair Courtesy— in exiled flight, 

she thought from Florenee Tiber's banks toreach 
But pr<»sperous chunce, it seems, had brought her 
nght, 
For the swcet violenec of thelr magic speech 
So wrought on her, she would no farther roam 
But at Sienna fixed her temple and her home. 

W. E. 



Endof the Ttrst Act. 



R. 



TBANSLATION OF TnE ITAUAN SONNET IN 
NUMBEB XX, 

aweet, secludcd, soUtarv shade! 

My wearied thoughts' asyfum from despair ! 
"V\ hile Boreas, now, in days that swiftlv fade, 
lu frost appalling shrouds the earth and air, 
And thy green tresses— ancient loeks like mine 
Disgnises qoite, in draperv of snow ; 
Whilst flowers no more in vernalgarb enshrine 
Thy frozen glades, that winter's havoc shuw. 
MournfuIIy now, at this o'errlouded light 

1 roam — ^reflecting 'twill thisframe decayed, 

A ud spirit serve ; for these have felt their bUght ! 
On rae more chill a freezing stroke has weigned, 
More rmél Eums wafts roy winter's night, 
( Ah, night t#o loBg V) and d«yB in gloow array«d ! 

h. y. 



DREAMS. 

But ever and anoo of ^ricfs snbdupd 
Thííre comes a token hkc n ncorpion*s eting-, 
Scarce suen t .fcnt with frenn bitteruess imbiMMt ; 
Andslight witbHl majr bc the things which brinr 
Back on the heart the weight which it woiUti fling" 
Aside for ever : it raay be a sound — 
A tone of music — summer's eve — or spring, 
A flower — the wind — the occan — wliich shuíl wound, 
Strikinsr the eiectric chaiu wherewith we are darkly 
bouna ; 

And how^ and why we know not, nor ean trace 
Home to íts rloud this lightning 1 of the mind, 
Bnt fecl the' shock'rcnewed, nor can enace 
Tiie blight nnd bladíening which it learcs behlnd, 
Which ont of things faniiliar, nndc^igncd, 
When lcast we deem 01" surh t calls up to view 
The spertres whom no exorcism can bind, 
1 he coid — the i'hanged~;>ejv^a»ce tht dead — anew, 
lhe mourned, the loved, the lust— too many !— yet 
how few ! 

Our life is two-fold, waldng and sleeping ; 
but wc have aotnewhat more controul over our 
open-eyed than our dreaming fancies. It is not 
thí tlioughts which most engross our minds 
during the day that are aptest to recur in the 
silent watches of the night season. We dream 
more often of thoBe old nssociations which have 
momentarily ilitted across our imagination, 
called into brief hut vivid existenre by some of 
the countless circumstanccs so exquisitely enu- 
merated by the noble bard in those stanzas just 
repeated : come thcn gentle readcr, and dream 
tbree dreams with me, if you are very idle:— 
I was in St. Patrick's cathedral, walfcing 
alone up and down tbe long and melancholy 
nisles, the time wns after twilight, and the 
darUncss was coming on fast, and dense and 
cold ; the rain in large heavv drops was pat- 
tering ngainst tbe panes of the lofty and an- 
cient windows, while the wind at intervala 
howled with that dreary and comfortless sound 
with Which it moans so complainingly through 

the woods in wiutcr. Thcre I was walk- 

ing baclcwards and forwards I knew not 
why — chilled to the very bones by the vast 
solitude and dampness — my heart also waa 
chilled, weighed down with a shadowy fore- 
boding that I was there to hear of some cala- 
mity, and that I should come to the mournful 
líuowledge soon. I was arrayed in the black 
hahit of a chief mourner for the dead — I gazed 
intently on the old monuments and almost 
worn-out inscriptions, and I thought thev all 
changed to my eye, and that the name on alt 
was the same, and I struggled hard to read it, 
and could not. A strain of wild but solemn 
music now rose upon my ear, and then died 
away in lingering echoes through the vaulted 
galleries, again it rose accompanied by the rich 
and mellowing swell of the noble organ, it waa 
the funeral anthem, and I heard the words 
sung mournfnlly but distinctly, whilc the soft 
gushes of rich harmony stole along the raftera 
of the rude unplastered roof. 

I heard ánd burst into tears : th'en I observed 
at a distance, a figure intently employed upojt 
a slab, by the dim light of a dying lamp, and I 
thought that often it directed its observation 
towards me, and, then again resumed its occv- 
nation ; I drew near, I perceived a man wrapped 
in a large «able cloak, the hobd of which waa 
dráwn over his features, carving a small monu- 
ment of black marble. He turned away hji 
face, bnt held up the lamp so that I could 
plainly read 

Sacred to the Memory 
of 



She died young and happr, 
1838. 



